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Enter 'Brutus in his Orchard. 

Brut. Wh&i Lucius, hoe ? 
Icannot,by theprcgrefieof theStarres, 
Giuc gucfte how neerc to day~»£j«://tf ,1-fay "? 
I would it were my fault to fleepe lo foundly. ; 
When Lucms,whcn ? awake,I fay : what Lucius-} 
Enter Lucius. 
Luc. Call'd .you, my Lord ? 
'Brut. Get me a Tapor in my Study, Lucius : 
When it is lighted,come ar>^f all jpe here. • 
Luc. I will,ray Lord. Exit. . 

Brut. It muft be by his death : and for my part, 
ilknownoperfonall caufe,to fpurneathini, 
But for the gcnerall* He would be crowned : 
: How that might change his nature a there ? s the queftion? 
It is the bright day ,that brings forth the Adder, 
And that craues warie walking : Crowne him that, 
And then I graunt we put a Sting in him, 
'That at his will he may doe danger With, 
Th'abufe of Greatnefle,is>vvhen it d^ioyn-s 
Remorfe from Power : And to fpeake truth *f C<zfar y 
I haue not knowne,when his Afte6l:ions fway'd 
More then his Reafon. But 'tis a common proofe, 
That Lowlyneffe is young Ambitions Ladder, 
Whereto the Climber vpward turnes his Face ; 
But when be once attaines the vpmoft Round, 
He then vnto the Ladder turnes his Backe, 
Lookes in the Clouds,fcorning the bafe degrees 
By which he did afcend : fo Ctfar may ; 
Then Ieaft he may,preucnt. And fincc the Quarrell 
Will bcarc no colaisr,for the thing he is, 
Fafhion it thus 5 that what he isjaugmcntcd, 
Would runne to thefe,and thefe extremities : 
And therefore thinke hiai as a Serpents eggc, 
Which hatch'd,wou!d as his kinde grow mifchieuous; 
And kill hiniin the ihcll. 

Enter Lucius. 
Luc. The Taper burneth in your Clofet,Sir : 
Searching the Window for a Flinc,I found 
This Paper,thus fcal*d vp,and I am fure 
It did not lyc there when I went co Bed, 

dues him the Letter. 
Brnt. Get you to Bed againe,it is not day 2 
Is not to morrow {Boy) the firft of March ? 
Luc. I knownot,Sir. 

Brut. Looke in the Calendered bring me word. 

Luc. I will, Sir. Exit. 

Brut. The exhalations,whizzing in the ayrc, 
Giue fomuch light,that I may readc by them. 

Opens the Lettered r cades. 
"Brutus thou fleefft ; #m*kg f and. fee thy felfe : 
Shall Rcms>&Ct fpeake Jtrifa redreffc. 
*Brutusfhou flctyft: awake. 
Such inftigations haue beenc often dropt, 
Where I haue tooke them vp : 
ShaU Rotne,&c 9 Thus muft I piece it out : 
Shall Rome (land vndcr one mans awe ? What Rome ? 
My Anceftors did from the ftreetes of Rome 
The T wquin driue, when he was called a King. 
Sfeakiifirike^redrejfe. Am I entreated 


Tofpeake,andftrike? O RomcamS^u 
If the redreffe will follow,thou receiueft Pr0n,ifc > 
Thy full Petition at the hand of Brutus. 

Enter Lucius. 
Lttc. Sir,March is wafted fiftecne dayes. 

Brut. Tisgood. GotothcGat5SK*i 
Since Caffins firft did whet me againft C*fo r ™ n ° c k 
I haue not flcpu 9 
Bctwecne the a#ing of a dreadfull thine 
And the firft motion,all the Interim is 2 
Like zPhantafma^ox a hideous Dreamc : 
The -Cenius^A the mortall lnftruments 
Arc then in councell ; and the ftate of a man 
Like to a little Kin gdome,fuffers then 
The nature of an Infurreftion, 

Enter Lucim, 

Luc. Sir,*tis your Brother Caffm at the Doore 
Who doth defire to fee you# * 

'Brut. Is he alone? 

Lttc. No,Sir,there are moe with him* 

Brut. Doe you know them? 

Luc. No,Sir,their Hats are pluckt about theirEare 
And halfe their Faces buried in their Cloakcs 
That by no meanes I may difcouer them, 
By any marke of fauour. 

'Brut. Let'em enter: 
They arc the Fa£Hon. O Confpiracie, 
Sharn ft thou to ftiew thy dangVous Brow by Night, 
When euills arc moft free f O thenjby day . 
Where wilt thou findc a Cauerne darkc enough, 
To maske thy monftrous Vifage?Seek none Confpiracic- 
Hide it in Sijiiles 5 and Affabilicic : 
For if thou path thy natiue fcmblanceo% 
Not Erebm it felfe were dimme enough, 
To hide thee from prevention. 

Enter the CdnJpirators,CaJfm 9 Caska ? Deciw } 

Cinna-fMetellm t and Trcbon'm. 

faff. I thinke we arc top bold vpon your Reft ; 
Good morrow € Brutm,doz we trouble you? 

Brut. 1 haue beene vp this howre,awake all Night: 
Know I thefe men } that come along with you? 

Caff. Yes^eucry man of them ; and no man here 
But honors you : and euery one doth wiftv 
You had but that opinion of your felfe, 
Which encry Noble Roman beares of you. j 
This is Trebonins* 

'Brut. He is welcome hither* 

Caff. 1b\%,Decius TizutHS. 

Brut. He is welcome too. 

Caf. This, Cask* ; this, puna ; and this, UtttteM 
Cymberi 

Brut. They are all welcome* 
What watchfull Cares doe interpofcthemfelues 
Betwixt yourEycs,and Night? 

Caff. Shall I entreat a word? Thejwhifier. 

Decius. Here lyes the Eaft : doth not the Day breake 
heere ? 

C<uk. No. 

Cin. Opardon>Sir,it doth ; and yon grey Lines, 
That fret th* Clouds,are Meflcngers of Day. 

Cask. You fliall confefle,that you are both deceiu'd : 
Heere,as I point my S word.the Sunne arifes, 
Which is a great way growing on the South, 

Weigh* 
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We lWmoneths hence, vp higher toward the North 
a firft Prints his fire,and the high Eaft 
H U as the Capito!l,direaiy heere. 
St i. Giue me your hands all ouer,one by one. 
And let vs fweare our Refolution. 

£t No,notanOath:ifnottheFacccfmen, 
J. fntferance of our Soulcs, the times Abufc 5 
Shcfc be Motiues wcake, breake oft betimes, 
Li euery man hence, to his idle bed : 
c let hioh-fighted-Tyranny range on, 
Si each D man drop by Lottery, But if thefe 

L 1 am fure they do) bearc fire enough 
£ kin dle Cowards, and co fteele with valour 
.{he melting Spirits of women. Then Countrymen, 

Vbacneedc we any fpurre, bur our owne cauie, 

ToW cke vs to redrcffc ? WhaC ° th0r B ' 
Then fccret Romans, that haue fpoke the word* 

All d will not palter ? And what other Oath, 
XbcnHoneftytdHoneftyingag'd, 
That this fliall be, or we will fall tor it. 
Swcare Priefts and Coward*, and men Cautelous 
Old feeble Carrions, and fuch fuffering Soules 
That welcome wrongs : Vnto bad caules, fweare 
Such Creatures as men doubt; but do not flame 
The etien vertue of our Enterprize, 
Nor th'infuppreflfiue xMectle of our Spirits, 
To thinke, that or our Caufe,or our Performance 
Did neede an Oath. When euery drop of blood 
That euery Roman beares, and Nobly beares 
Is auilty of a faicrall Bafterdie, 
If he do breake the fmalleft Particle 
Of any promife that hath part from him. 

frf But what of Ctcero ? Shall we found him ? 
I thinke he will ftand very ftrong with vs. 
Casks Let vsnotleauehimout, 
Cyn. No,by no meanes. 
Metel. O let vs haue him, for his Siluer haires 
Will purchafe vs a good opinion : 
And buy mens voyces, to commend out 5 deeds : 
!t (hall be fayd, his judgement rul'd our hands, 
Our yonths : and wvIdencflCjfhaH no whit appeare, 
But all be buried in hisGrauity. 

'Bru. O name him not ; let vs not brcakc with him, 
For he will neuet follow any thing 
That other men begin. 
Caf Then leaue him out. 
Cask. Indeed, he is not fit. 

Decius. Shall no man elie be touch^but onely Ctfar i 
Caf. Decius well vrg'd : I thinke it is not meet, 
Markg AntenySo well belou'd cSC^far^ 
Should out-liue Cafar, we fhall findc of him 
A (hrew'd Contriuer. And >y ou know, his meanes 
Ifheimproue them, may well ftretch fo fane 
As to annoy vs all : which to preuent, 
Let Antony and C<cfar fall together. 

Bru. Our courfe will feeme toobloody,C^ Cafsius, 
To cut the Head off, and then hacke the Limbcs ; 
Like Wrath in death, and Enuy afterwards : 
For j4tttony> is but a Limbe of C&far. 
let's be Sacrifices, but not Butchers Caitis : 
We all ftand vp againft the fpirit of C<zfxr\ 
And in the Spirit of men 5 there is no blood : 
0 that we then could come by fafars Spirit, 
And not difmembcr C<tfar \ But (alas) 
Cefar muft bleed fork. And gentle Friends, 


let's kill him Boldly, but not Wrathfully ? 
Let's caruc him, as a Difh fit for the Gods , 
Not he w him as a Caikaffc fit for Hounds: 
And letour Hearts, as fubtleMafters do, 
Stirrc vp their Scruants to an a&e of Rage, 
And after feeme to chide s em. This fliall make 
Our purpofe Neceffary,and not Enuious. 
Which fo appearing to the common eyes, 
We fhall be call'd Purgers, npt Murderers. 
And for Mark? Antony^inkt not of him 1 
For he can do no more then Cafars Aime, 
When Cafars head is off! 

Caf. Yet lfcarehim; 
For in the ingrafted loue he beares to C^ar. 

<Bru. Alas,good Cafsim, do not thinke of him ; 
If he loue Ctfar, all that he can do 
Is to himfelfc 5 take thought.and dye for C 4*r, 
And that were much he fliould :. for he is giuen 
To fpbrts,to wildene{Te,and much company. 

Treb. There is no feare in him; let him not dye, 
For he will Hue, and laugh at this heercafter. 

Clocks firihfSm 

*Bru. Peace, count the Cloeke. 

Caf The Clocke hath ftricken three. 

Treb. 5 Tis time to part. 

Caff Butitisdoubtfullyet, 
\Vhcther Cafar will come forth to day,or no : 
For he is Supcrftitious growne of late, 
Quite from the maine Opinion he held once, 
Of Fantafic,of Dreames, and Ceremonies ; 
It may be, thefe apparant Prodigies, 
The vnaccuftom'd Terror of this night, 
And the perfwafion of his Augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitoll to day. 

<I)eaus> Neuer feare that : If he be fo refolu'd, 
I can ore-fway him ; For heloucs to heare, 
That Vnicornes may be betrayM with Trees, 
And Beares with Glaffes, Elephants with Holes* 
Lyons with Toyles, and men with Flatterers. 
But, when I tcli him, he hates Flatterers, 
He fayes.he does; being then moft flattered* 
Let me worke : 

For I can giue his humour the true bent ; 
And I will bring him to the Capitoll. 

Caf. Nay,we will all of vs, be there to fetch \\xml 

Eru. By the eight houre,is that the vttermoft? 

Cin. Be that the vttermoft, and fade not then. 

Met. C aiu * ^tgarius doth beare Cafar hard, 
Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pomfey 5 
I wonder none of you haue tlywght of him. 

*Bru. Now good CMetellus go along by him 1 
He loues me well, and I haue giuen him Reafons, 
Send him but hither, and He fafhion him . 

C*f* The morning comes vpon's % 
Wce'l leaue you 'Brutus^ 

And Friends difperfe your fclues; but all remember 
What you haue faid, and (hew your fclues true Romans, 

Bru. Good Gentlemen, iooke frefli and merrily, 
Let not our lookes put on our purpofes, 
But bearc it a sour Roman A&ors do, 
With vntyr'd Spirits,and formallConftancie, 


*■ • -/ * 9 

And fo good morrow to you euery one. 

Manet Brutus- 
Boy ; Lucius : Faftaflcepe ?It is no matter 
Enioy the hony-heauy-Dcw of Slumber : 
Thou haft no Figures, nor no Fantafies, 


ExeHnt, 


Which/ 


